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need a course of embrocation if I sit on*em much longer/*
*e Tell your bearer, Kasim, to take some of the basket
chairs from my veranda. Abdul, my 6boy,' '11 help
him carry them/*
" Well, if you can spare them, 111 be real grateful,
Honey," said Mrs. West.
" Of course I can, also the cushions, as many as you
want. I believe I saw a rocking-chair too in my room.
Tell thec boys * to bring that as well."
" Why, Honey, that'll be swelL Just one easy chair
for Pa and the rocker for me. I guess it'll be good and
home-like to see a rocker again."
" That Raja chap may be pretty darn nice," remarked
Mr, West, " but I guess he doesn't know anything about
comfort. Your chairs, Olga, especially the rocker,
sound kind o'good to me too." He turned to Ms wife,
" Best take Olga into our bedroom while those nigger
boys are fetching the chairs then. I'll keep watch and see
they don't come nosing around. I'll be real glad to have
Olga's opinion of our elegant apartment."
" You'll find the things in there the cutest you ever
saw, you sure will. You'll fell for 'em Honey, I'm
telling you," said Mrs. West with mock solemnity* She
led the way through a curtained doorway into the
sleeping chamber.
Side by side stood two glass-legged bedsteads covered
with red damask counterpanes. Between the beds was a.
narrow aisle, at the head of which was a cupboard, also of
cut-glass, with mirrored doors. So unique was this
piece of furniture that, forgetting her usual pudency, Mrs*
West opened it with mock pomposity, and revealed two
bedroom fittings which resembled enormous cut-glass
breakfast cups.
Olga shook with laughter, while Mrs. West collapsed
hysterically on the bed, and her husbaad, grinning
wickedly, put his head between the curtains of the door-
way to participate in the mirth.